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merely served as the sample which secured him the
order for the others, are, but for their knowledge of
horses and their metrical merits, among the least
valuable of Gordon's poems. Up to this he had
written of sport because sport was the matter that
lay nearest to his hand. Like Walt Whitman he had
said, nothing is unsuitable for poetry which can be
made a vehicle for feeling and creation.

But his magnificent ' How We Beat the Favourite,'
and the ringing, manful, breezy, picturesque poetical
proverbs of * Ye Wearie Wayfarer,' belong to a very
different order. Gordon wrote those* because he felt
Australia in his veins. I know from personal experi-
ence what this means to a young man, for I went to
Australia straight from Oxford when I was little older
than Gordon, and going up on stations in the western
district of Victoria belonging to various connections of
my family, spent months in sheer exultation over the
forest primeval of the Otway, the plains that lost
themselves in the horizon, the glittering Australian
climate, the champagne-like air, the long days in the
saddle, the shooting of extraordinary game, the
flashing by of parrots and cockatoos, the hiss of the
angry snake, the excitements of raging floods and
raging bush-fires. And all except the climate Gordon
must have felt a hundredfold. In my time we went
into the forest on purpose to get the wild life, as one
takes a rough shooting in the Hebrides; in Gordon's
time the whole country was only just emerging from
its primeval state; the blacks were still a menace
to solitary stations farther north, though curiously
enough Gordon never alludes to raids by the blacks,
and hardly alludes to the Jblacks at all, probably